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Preface 


Tuis book contains the majority of my verses written 
since 1921. A number of them have formed part of 
the contents of two volumes included in the beauti- 
fully and imaginatively printed series of limited 
editions issuing from the press of Mr. C. W. Beaumont. 
The editors of several magazines (as, The Nation and 
Atheneum, The London Mercury, The Weekly West- 
minster, The Adelphi, The Empire Review, The Yale 
Review) have published some of them. One piece, 
‘ Augury,’ made its first appearance (running away 
with the shell on its head) in Mr. H. J. Massingham’s 
* Poems About Birds’ ; a good many arenew. Among 
such productions as do not now find a place I must 
mention a troop or awkward squad of poems of which 
the presences of war or its phantoms are the originals : 
those are reserved for another day. 

In sending forth my collection, I am aware that it 
is copious, and yet it is not the fruit of facility. I 
strive for utterance. If half-ideas, verges of shadows 
and misty brightness, thus find their way into my 
story, I must often acquiesce, because I] know by 
experience how such visitants come and go, and often, 
however imperfectly visioned in the first place, do not 
return again save in low and dispirited murmurings. 
‘The mirrors change’; the musicians march out of 
the village. 

I have been asked if the Vaughan referred to at 
page 109 is the late Father Vaughan. The answer 


is 


is in the negative. I would not intrude with a rush- 
light where Father Martindale’s biography sheds its 
radiance. 

The four headings under which the poems are 
grouped are not dogmatic nor challenging, but are 
used merely to aid the reader on his way through so 
many pieces. 

For copies of some of these verses I am indebted 
to the energy of A. L. W. 

[dane 
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VILLAGE 


Old Fel omes 


O nappust village! how I turned to you 

Beyond estranging years that cloaked my view 

With all their heavy fogs of fear and strain ; 

I turned to you, I never turned in vain. 

Through fields yet ringing sad with fancy’s dirge, 
Landscapes that hunt poor sleep to bedlam’s verge, 
Green grow your leas, and sweet resound your woods, 
And laughing children paddle in your floods. 


There the old houses where we lived abide, 

And I shall see them, though hot tears should hide 
The ken of ‘ home’ from that which now I hold. 
What though pulled down ?—to me they’re as of old. 
The garrets creak as I tiptoe the boards 

To find the last lone tenant’s fabled hoards, 

And silver on the dun November sky 

Through quaking panes I see the flood race by 
Brown hop-hills where the black bines moulder out. 
To these same panes, when full moon comes about, 
I hastening home lift daring eyes to learn 

If ghost eyes through their sullen crystal burn, 

And feel what sight cannot report, and fall 
A-shuddering even to face the unlit hall. 


Passages crooked and slanted, ceilings stooped, 
And yews with drowsy arras overdrooped 
The windows of that home, the broad hearths wept 
With every shower ; adry the great vats slept, 
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Where one time kercher’d maids had toiled with a 
will : 

Such nooks were here, a hundred scarce would fill. 

And in the farm beside, the barn’s sunk tiles 

Enclosed a space like to the church’s aisles. 


Then all about these vasty walls our play 

Would hold the evening’s lanterned gloom at bay, 

And senses young received each newfound thing 

As meadows feel and glow with eager spring : 

Thence we have journeyed out to blue hills round, 

The pilgrims of a day’s enchanted ground, 

And where we’d seen the crow or heron fly 

Have made our chartless way, passed far inns by, 

On edge of lily ponds have heard the jack 

From unknown holes leap, and shrunk trembling 
back, 

Have seen strange chimneys smoke, new runnels foam, 

Until quite surfeited we turned for home, 

Whose white walls rosy with the westering light 

Still of our journey seemed the noblest sight. 


Thence too when high wind through the black clouds’ 
pouring, 

Bowing the strong trees’ creaking joints, went roaring, 

Adventure was to splash through the sightless lane 

When churchbells filled a pause of wind and rain, 

And once within the venerable walls 

To hear the elms without like waterfalls, 


While the cold arches murmured every prayer, 
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And Advent hymns bade the round world prepare, 
Prepare! The next day with pale seas amazed 

We scarce had marvelled as we gaped and gazed 

If this had been the tempest harbinger 

Of the world’s end and final Arbiter : 

The pollards in the yellow torrent drowning, 

The weir’s huge jaw a-gnashing, all heaven frowning. 


But there at length, beside that thunderous weir, 
Our lot was cast, and no less generous here 

Came each long day ; not even the hours we spent 
Under old Grammar’s eye unkindly went. 

We found his learning dry, in faith, and hit 
Disaster in our sleights for leavening it ; 

But the old desks cut with heroic names, 

The gilded panel trumpeting past fames, 

Shields, pictures, solemn books of stars and sages, 
Kindled our pride in sense of mightier ages, 

That old school now will never see again. 

Fair, fair befall her, though no urchin pen 

Crawl through the summer hours beneath her beams, 
Nor playground roystering shout bestir her dreams ; 
Honoured among her aspens may she rise, 

And her red walls long soothe the traveller’s eyes. 


Thence issued we among the scampering crew, 
And crossed the green, and from the bridge down threw 
Our dinner crumbs to waiting roach ; or soft 
Marauding climbed the cobwebbed apple-loft, 
And the sweet smell of Blenheims lapped in straw 
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Made stolen pleasure seem a natural law ; 

Escape and plunder hurried us at last 

To the lock cottage where our lot was cast, 

Poor as church mice, yet rich at every turn, 

Who never guessed that man was made to mourn. 


In this same country as the time fulfilled 

When hops like ribbands on the maypole frilled 
Their colonnaded props mile after mile, 

And tattered armies gathered to the spoil, 

We too invaded the green arbours ere 

The day had glistened on earth’s dewy hair, 

And through the heat we picked and picked apace, 
To fill our half-bin and not lose the chace, 

While our bin partner, fierce of eye and tongue, 
Minded our ways and gave ‘ when I was young.’ 
And all about the clearing setts revealed 

The curious colours of the folk afield, 

The raven hair, the flamy silk, the blue 

Washed purple with all weathers ; crime’s dark crew ; 
Babes at the breast ; old sailors chewing quids ; 
And hyacinth eyes beneath soon-dropt eyelids. 

The conquest sped, the bramblings, goldings small, 
The heavy fuggles to the bins came all, 

Garden past garden heard the measurer’s horn 
Blow truce,—advance! until a chillier morn 

Saw the last wain load up with pokes and go, 

And an empty saddened field looked out below 

On trees where smouldered the quick feverous tinge 
Of Autumn, on the river’s glaucous fringe, 

18 


And our own cottage, its far lattice twinkling 

Across tired stubble sown with sheepbells’ tinkling. 

On airy wings the warning spirit sighed, 

But we, we heard not, thinking of Christmastide. 
? 

A love I had, as childhood ever will, 

And our first meeting I’ll remember still ; 

When to the farmhouse first we went, the may 

‘With white and red lit hedgerows all the way, 

And there I saw her, in a red-may cloak 

To church going by ; so delicately she spoke, 

So gracefully stept, so innocent-gay was her look, 

I took a flower ; she put in it her book. 

And after, many eves, we walked for hours 

Like loving flowers among the other flowers, 

And blushed for pride when other girls and boys 

Laughed at us sweethearts in the playhour’s noise— 

Ah dear, this was a silly simple thing 

And we’ve gone each our ways this many a spring, 

But to look back to child with child primrosing 

Is all the sweetness of each spring’s unclosing. 


Vision on vision blooms ; long may they bloom, 
Through years that bring the philosophic gloom, 
Sweetening my sleep with its strange agonies racked, 
And shedding dew on every parching tract, 

In every pleasant place a virtue adding, 

A herb of grace to keep the will from madding : 
And, happiest village, still I turn to you, 

The alabaster box of spikenard, you ; 


a) 


To your knoll trees, your slow canal return, 

In your kind farms or cottages sojourn ; 

Enjoy the whim that on your church tower set 

The lead cowl like a Turkish minaret ; 

Beat all your bounds, record each kiln and shed, 
And watch the blue mists on each calm close spread. 
My day still breaks beyond your poplared East 

And in your pastoral still my life has rest. 


Country Sale 


Unoper the thin green sky, the twilight day, 

The old home lies in public sad array, 

Its time being come, the lots ranged out in rows, 
And to each lot a ghost. The gathering grows 
With every minute, neckcloths and gold pins ; 
Poverty’s purples ; red necks, horny skins, 

Odd peeping eyes, thin lips and hooking chins. 


Then for the skirmish, and the thrusting groups 
Bidding for tubs and wire and chicken coops, 
While yet the women hang apart and eye 
Old friends and foes and reckon what they’ll buy. 
The noisy field scarce knows itself, and none 
Takes notice of the old man’s wavering moan 
Who hobbles with his hand still brushing tears 
And cries how this belonged here sixty years, 
And picks his brother’s picture from the mass 
Of frames ; and still from heap to heap folks pass. 
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The strife of tongues even tries the auctioneer, 

Who, by the dealer smirking to his leer, 

A jumped-up jerky cockerel on his box, 

Runs all his rigs, cracks all his jokes and mocks ; 

‘ Madam, now never weary of well-doing,’ 

The heavy faces gleam to hear him crowing. 

And swift the old home’s fading. Here he bawls 

The white four-poster, with its proud recalls, 

But folks on such old-fashioned lumber frown ; 

‘ Passing away at a florin,’ grins the clown. 

Here Baskett’s Prayer Book with his black and red 

Finds no more smile of welcome than the bed, 

Though policeman turn the page with wisdom’s 
looks. 

The hen-wives see no use in such old books. 

Here painted trees and well-feigned towers arise 

And ships before the wind, that sixpence buys. 


All’s sold ; then hasty vanmen pile and rope 
Their loads, and ponies stumble up the slope. 
And all are gone, the trampled paddock’s bare ; 
The children round the buildings run and blare, 
Thinking what times these are! not knowing 
how 
The heavy-handed fate has brought them low, 
Till quartern loaf be gone too soon to-day, 
Nor any for to-morrow. Long, then, play, 
And make the lofts re-echo through the eve, 
And sweeten so the bitter taking-leave. 
pa 


So runs the world away. Years hence shall find 
The mother weeping to her lonely mind, 

In some new place, thin set with makeshift gear, 
For the home she had before the fatal year ; 
And still to this same anguish she’ll recur, 
Reckoning up her fine old furniture, 

The tall clock with his church-bell time of day, 
The mirror where so deep the image lay, 

The china with its rivets numbered all, 

Seeming to have them in her hands—poor soul, 
Trembling and crying how these, loved so long, 
So beautiful, all went for an old song. 


The Long Truce 


Rooks in black constellation slowly wheeling 
Over this pale sweet sky, and church-bells pealing 
Our homely pilgrims to the fount of healing ; 


The cypresses that swartly gather nigh, 
The grey conventicle that claims the sky 
Where the white rugged road climbs patient by ; 


The day and hour, the obedience of good people 
To the commandment singing from the steeple, 
All speak a calm sea where there’s scarce a ripple. 


I bless my chance that finds me this deep leisure 
The voice of Sabbath with its lulling measure, 
I bless this England for such serious pleasure. 
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And gravely as I go I reach that grove 
Where once the Cavalier and Roundhead strove, 
And think, this peace rewards their rival love : 


I see them now at truce eternal lying, 
With no hoarse trumpet summoning, none replying,— 
Only in sweet content for England vieing, 


Very Jewels in their 
Fair Estate’ 


Love’s a curious praiser 
And, whereas he misses 
What another gazer 
Sees in an instant, kisses 
For a charm that captured him, 
Though to others hard and dim. 


England, be my duty 
- Thine, though it discover 
How thy supreme beauty 
Meet not thy poor lover. 
If he whimsically extol, 
Thou knowest, love is whimsical. 
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That thy blue-eyed daring, 
Thy brave toiling patience, 
And thy chaste bright bearing 
Shine among all nations, 
He must leave with reverence 
To larger-visioned eloquence. 


That one green brook flashes 
Where primroses tremble, 
And in home elms and ashes 
Twilight rooks assemble, 
In thy borders, he will make 
His best music for thy sake. 


Plough-teams on brown ridges, 
Lord of the harvest reaping, 
Master-fish by bridges 
In freshened milltails leaping, 
Low of herd and toll of bell, 
These with all his heart he’ll tell. 


Rosemarks he, and roses, 

Of thy richness chooses ; 
When the June day closes 

He as moon-led muses 
On that beauty where farm lads 
Play at cricket with their dads. 


Sey 


Even the resting-places 
By each simple steeple 
Smile him grace of graces : 
O happy were the people 
Whose tombstones pictured, long life done, 
Still, still a bright-haired rising sun. 


Winter: East Angha 


In a frosty sunset 
So fiery red with cold 
The footballers’ onset 
Rings out glad and bold ; 
Then boys from daily tether 
With famous dogs at heel 
In starlight meet together 
And to farther hedges steal ; 
Where the rats are pattering 
In and out the stacks, 
Owls with hatred chattering 
Swoop at the terriers’ backs. 
And, frost forgot, the chase grows hot 
Till a rat’s a foolish prize, 
But the cornered weasel stands his ground, 
Shrieks at the dogs and boys set round, 
Shrieks as he knows they stand all round, 
And hard as winter dies. 
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A Yeoman 


Tuts man that at the wheatstack side 
Sits drinking of the twilight air, 

This man’s my friend, in him’s my guide 
And guard against the traps of care. 


His life now past meridian mark 
One can but say is blossoming yet, 
His summer day smiles back the dark, 
His sun seems nearer rise than set. 


In lusty youth when surging blood 

With foam and din bemuses most, 
Leander-like he rode the flood, 

And strongly came to manhood’s coast. 


Since, with a sturdy steady tread, 

He sowed and stored himself good grain, 
And glowing yet he bows his head 

With plough and scythe across the plain. 


And like the north star stablished true 
He cheers and aids my asking eye ; 
To see him at his door anew 
Is like a sign shown in the sky. 


With all his calm he’s eager still, 
New dreams in his old vision thrive, 
He seizes chance on dale and hill, 
And all his life has been alive. 


Village 


Wuat happy place we travel through ! 
Did wallflowers ever look so gay ? 
Kissed by the periwinkle blue 
The old wall stoops above our way. 


. The chestnut climbs above the church 
And torches holds for the sun’s amaze, 

The wind-cock glitters on his perch, 
The cows in dreams of grasses graze. 


And for this black-clad ghost-like maid 
Whose cobbled shoes so wearily trace 

The dust, whose gaze on ground is laid, 
Whose steps are wounds—what happy place ? 


The Crown Inn 


Rowunp all its nooks and corners goes 
The evening talk, in this old inn ; 
The darkening room by use well knows 

Each thread of life that these upspin. 


The triumphs of the wooer, player, 
Eclogues of praise for mead and beer, 
The fabled wealth, the generous fair 
Ring round the wonted changes here. 
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In elmtrees’ gloom the western ray 
Drowns, the sad cloud steals like a shroud 
Drawn over one that died to-day, 
And to my spirit memory-bowed 


The world with all its wars and wails 
Seems turning slow; but here are some 

With whom no black gazette prevails, 
Whom no disaster renders dumb. 


Against the thunderclouds of race 
Their cottage candles give them light, 
They like their clocks keep one same pace 
While empires shudder into night. 


The Midnight Skaters 


Tue hop-poles stand in cones, 
The icy pond lurks under, 
The pole-tops steeple to the thrones 
Of stars, sound gulfs of wonder ; 
But not the tallest there, ’tis said, 
Could fathom to this pond’s black bed. 


Then is not death at watch 
Within those secret waters ? 
What wants he but to catch 
Earth’s heedless sons and daughters ? 
With but a crystal parapet 
Between, he has his engines set. 


Then on, blood shouts, on, on, 
Twirl, wheel and whip above him, 
Dance on this ball-floor thin and wan, 
Use him as though you love him ; 
Court him, elude him, reel and pass, 
And let him hate you through the glass. 


Midnight 


Tue last-lighted windows have darkened, 
The last courting pair have gone home, 
And moon and wind and the little shriek-owl 

All over the country roam. 


The chimneys and roofs of the village 
Like a mystical figure are drawn 

On a cloud’s white veil that sleeps and shines 
From the church to the sign of the Swan. 


Between blue and silver the by-road 
Runs, hides and again gleams free ; 
The moon seems loitering, like the wind 

That kisses the hawthorn tree. 


Far glistens that tree in the meadow, 
But the spirit of love hither borne 

In glimmerings and sighings, O can such a joy 
Be the wind in the moonlit thorn ? 
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The Baker’s Van 


Vittace children shouted shrill, 

‘What ch’er, Baker!’ ‘ Way up, Will!’ 
As I passed he stopped his van 

To tell me, ‘ Your luck’s in, old man. 


‘TI was nothing but a fool 

When I left your father’s school ; 
He said many and many a time 
If I wanted, I could climb. 


‘ He said, he’d not had one more quick 
At history and arithmetic, 

He framed my drawings for the wall, 
An oak leaf and a cricket ball. 


‘But my dad, you know, was stiff, 

And laughed and huffed,—There’s always J} : 
There’s none of us been scholars yet, 

There’s honest work for us to get. 


‘So here Iam; and there are you, 
Always starting something new ; 
They tell me, if you shine this way, 
It’s college for you some fine day. 


‘Good boy!’ He sighed ; and called his horse, 
And drove upon his daily course, 

And when he called at Golden Green 

Was still in a brown study seen. 


Pride of the Village 


AlNEw grave meets the hastiest passer’s eye, 

It’s reared so high, it lacks not some white wreath ; 
Old ones are not so noticed ; low they lie 

And lower till the equal grass forgets 

The bones beneath. 

His now, a modest hillock it must be, 

The wooden cross scarce tells such as pass by 

The painted name; beneath the chestnut tree 
Sleep centuries of such glories and regrets. 


But I can tell you, boys who that way run 

With bat and ball down to the calm smooth leas, 
Your village story’s somewhere bright with one 
To whom all looked with an approving joy 

In hours like these. 

Cricket to us, like you, was more than play, 

It was a worship in the summer sun, 

And when Tom Fletcher in the month of May 
Went to the field, the feet of many a boy 


Scarce pressed the buttercups ; then we stood there 
Rapt, as he took the bat and lit day’s close, 

Gliding and glancing, guiding fine or square 

The subtlest bowls, and smoothing, as wave-wise 
Rough-hurled they rose, 


With a sweet sureness ; his especial ease 

Did what huge sinews could not ; to a hair 
His grey eye measured, and from the far trees 
Old watchers lobbed the ball with merry cries. 


And when the whitened creases marked the match, 
Though shaking hands and pipes gone out revealed 
The hour’s impress and burden, and the catch 

Or stumps askew meant it was Tom’s turn next, 

He walked afield 

Modest, and small, and seldom failed to raise 

Our score and spirits, great delight to watch ; 

And where old souls broke chuckling forth in praise 
Round the ale booth, Tom’s cricket was the text. 


Summers slipt out of sight ; next summer—hush ! 
The winter came between, and Tom was ill, 

And worse, and with the spring’s sweet rosy flush, 

His face was flushed with perilous rose ; he stayed 
Indoors, and still 

We hoped ; but elders said, ‘‘ Tom’s going home.” 
The brake took cricketers by inn and bush, 

But Tom no more! What team could leave out Tom ? 
He took his last short walk, a trembling shade. 


And ‘ short and sweet,’ he said, for his tombstone 
Would be the word ; but paint and wood decay, 
And since he died the wind of war has blown 

His old companions far beyond the green 

Where many a day 
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He made his poems out of bat and ball. 
Some few may yet be left who all alone 
Can tell you, boys, who run at cricket’s call, 
What a low hillock by your path may mean. 


Muffled 


Brack ponds and boughs of clay and sulky sedge 
Make their dull answer to the enquiring eye ; 

With worrying weakness wrens flit through the hedge, 
And black rooks blot the south’s thin jaundice sky ; 
Black over heavy plough the lonely inn 

Stares without message at the far black mill, 

The dry leaves creep, one even dares to spin, 

The sun’s last wish dies ere it reach the hill. 


With wrapt throat in the courtyard of the farm 
Maid waits for maid; bells call them, arm-in-arm, 
To Advent prayer; the half-lit church is waiting. 
Emmanuel, come! now, parson, hail that light— 
God knows we need one in this glum black night, 
When even the owls and bats are hesitating. 


The Shop Door 


‘ Sue’s off to Madagascar, 
Though different people say 
The name in different fashions— 

We let that pass to-day. 
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She kept the matter private, 
Left all on’s in the lurch, 

And when the fact was published 
Twas published in the church. 


‘ She was the prettiest daughter 
Of Doctor Stubbs, was she, 
And in her wedding veils outflowered 
A flowering almond tree ; 
A puzzle, that, for oldest heads, 
How such a China rose 
Should come from such a stubbed oak— 
No doubt the Doctor knows. 


‘ The lucky man, to my eye, 
Had on too silk a look. 

They call him missionary— 
What price a pastoral crook ? 

Well, he’s not taking chances, 
He’s out to cross the foam ; 

They’re only devils’ dances 
Where she’s to call it home. 


‘ «The voice that breathed o’er Eden ’’— 
They gave it breath to-day ! 

How brilliant played our organist 
(Or did the Three Stars play ?). 

I doubted about Eden ; 
I thought at least the voice 

That breathed to her was much the same 
As Eve found not too choice. 


‘ Miss Rosalind, for shame now— 
And was there no one nigh 
For whom you’d change your name now? 
Was the sunlight in your eye ?— 
Well, these like things will happen, 
But somehow it turns cold 
When up and out of Penfold goes 
The finest of the fold. 


‘ Was there no topmost farmer— 
But now then, let her rest ; 

She’ll learn what lesson she’s to learn 
Where blackamoors undrest 

With beads and blubbery mouths and that 
Are all she’ll ever see ; 

But will she teach that bridegroom any 
Christianity ?’ 


Another Spring 


WueEn lambs were come, who could be slow and sear ? 
When lambs were come, and each black thorny rod 
Lit up with seraph birth and budded clear, 

Fresh as the lambs and clouds, and smiled at God. 
The clay-green from the river solved away 

Till all was crystal ; who the crystal conned 

Saw where blue pike with their wild lasses lay, 

And by old ragstones the new waving frond. 
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And many a girl by tinkling pastures stood 

With primrose brow toward eve’s single gem, 

And waited in the bright ethereal mood 

For one who then would kiss her garments’ hem, 
Some don and darling of our rural sphere, 

That now, this soon-come spring, goes slow and sear. 
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The Unknown Quantity 


Manpa’s twig-like arms 
And nebulous and slanting eyes 
Seemed a world of charms ; 
Husky though they were, her sighs 
Took our lads with sweet surprise. 
What could Manda say ? 
Nothing ; but that nothing tranced 
Lads that ploughed all day. 
All dolled up as eve advanced 
With Manda round the Room they pranced. 


Came no féte nor fair 
But this maid with her long neck 
Would be early there ; 
She had but to peek and beck, 
She the sea-ghost, they the wreck. 


Then by chance as she 
From the swingboat slunk along 
With her light tee-hee, 
And her humming latest-song, 
Several felt the call too strong. 


On this point the squire 
Unintentionally might, 

By his study fire, 
Throw a ray of simple light 
And give us Manda’s story right. 


For, it seems, of late 
More than one of our young men 
Sought him, and would state, 
Mother’s chest was bad again, 
The bill before was three pound ten, 


And a labouring man 
Could not nohow raise the money : 
While the woe so ran, 
Manda turned from Joe to Johnny, 
Or, at Hugh’s cost, found Jack ‘ too funny. 
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On one summer eve 
Manda almost fell a-thinking— 

(That she’d ne’er achieve)— 
Some were dangerous who’d been drinking : 
Then she fell once more to prinking. 


On that last swift day 
She read of something dreadful done 

By lovers far away— 
Sighed—shrieked—that fool, that madman John, 
The snarl, the fist, the knife in the sun! 
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The Puzzle 


Tue cuckoo with a strong flute, 
The orchard with a mild sigh, 
Bird and blossom so salute 

The rainbow sky. 


The brown herd in the green shade, 
The parson in his lawn chair, 
Poor and gentry both evade 

The furnace air. 


The moon-inveigled mushroom, 

The crocus with her frail horn, 

Gaze in dumb dread through the gloom 
Of late moist morn. 


The dead leaf on the highlands, 

The old tramp on the mill drove, 

Each whirls on nor understands 
God’s freezing love. 


No Continuing City 


THE train with its smoke and its rattle went on, 

And the heavy-cheeked porter wheeled off his mixed load; 
She shivered, and stood as if loth to be gone, 

Staring this way and that—on the watery road, 

And the inn with its arbour all naked and bleak, 

And the weir churning foam, and the meaningless oast ; 
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Till her husband turned back, and he stroked her pale 
cheek. 
*O dear,’ murmured she, ‘ must we go? but at most 
I shall never live here 
Above half a year.’ 


And he with eyes keen as his bright singing mind, 
While the cab tumbled on through the drifts of brown 
mist, 
Shared her trouble ; but knew that his future designed 
A loftier life, could they meantime exist : 
Then he sparkled and jested, and kissed his young sweet, 
And they turned to the village, and stopped at the 
green 
To enter the schoolhouse with echoing feet ; 
And she scanned, and she planned, though she mur- 
mured between, 
‘I can never stay here 


Above half a year.’ 


And now forty years of his scholars have passed, 
Dunce, sluggard and prizeman ; the master remains : 
He has built a new wing; and the school cap’s recast ; 
And he makes his old jokes about beauty and brains. 
And she speaks of home, but it is not this place, 
But where a white waterfall springs down the crags, 
And she goes to the garret, and stares into space, 
Yet smiles when he findsher. The village tongue wags, 
‘ She’ll never be here 
At this time next year.’ 
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The Last Ray 


Now the world grows weak again, the sinewed woods 
are all astrain, 

And Tempest in his ecstasy on horn or pipe or harp 
or drum 

Makes his mad asymphony; he runs like wild hogs, 
stops like a child, 

Shrieks like a warning water-bird, and mutters fee and 
fo and fum. 


Now through all this travail fierce one sunbeam does 
not fail to pierce 

The spider-curtained darkness in the attic of black 
Jacob’s farm, 

And finds up ake the purple phial that waits this 
glance: the sun’s espial 

Is not alone: the poor soul there espies as well the 
lurking charm. 


Gods, she cries, tiptoes and takes, and glaring opens, 
sniffs and shakes, 

While on her soul the stormsong bursts, and groanings 
knell through roof and flue ; 

Clashing gloom is whirled across, she drinks, and 
smashes the cold glass, 

And sneers as one great laugh of lust huffs down the 
writhing avenue. 
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Augury 


Wuart sweeter sight can ever charm the eye 

Than robin come to claim his largess. old, 

And pinnacled against the eager sky 

Daring the armies of the brazen cold ? 

And wren a-running, while the storm shrouds all 
The swinging mill-sails and black ghosts of groves, 
Among the weeds that shake beneath the wall— 
She well may vie with him in all our loves. 


The mystery of the dark birthday of spring 

Ever to childhood flowered into a sign 

As over me I saw the paired swans wing 

In whose wild breasts the gods made the light shine ; 
And song and wing have measured year on year, 
Recorders of my solitude, till the sun 

Is the bright hymn of nations of the air, 

And evening and the dream-like owl are one. 


So copses green start out of time stol’n hence 
Because they rang with nightingales above 

Their fellows, so returns dear innocence 

At recollection of the lulling dove. 

For alms the redbreast comes, the wren dares run, 
While rook and magpie saunter through the sky, 
All with their kinship of the morning sun— 

In what rare element they sing and fly ! 
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But oh, how bitter burns these fair ones’ pain 
When satyr hands in cages shut their young, 

The old ones coming with their food in vain 

Till death’s a mercy! Oh, how great the wrong 
That shuts ’em in, that starves but one small owl 
Snatched into glaring day and mocks his hate: 
And who, the wonder is, but djinn and ghoul 
Could steal one mothering wing for folly’s bait ? 


Shooting Star at Harvest 


A BELL softer than silence, 
A tear happier than mirth, 
They meet me in the fields 
And charm me from this earth— 


This earth now in its twilight, 

And calm Autumn abroad, 

The mothering fields at rest, 

In the praise of their lingering God. 


His light kindly infolding 
The still, giant domains, 
Glows on in me until 

I seek—what sunset plains ? 


The star falls in enchantment 
Adown infinite blue, 

And fades from its white fire 
To live in rapture new. 
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Water Moment 


Tue silver eel slips through the waving weeds, 

And in the tunnelled shining stone recedes ; 

The earnest eye surveys the crystal pond 

And guards the cave: the sweet shoals pass beyond. 
The watery jewels that these have for eyes, 

The tiger streaks of him that hindmost plies, 

The red-gold wings that smooth their daring paces, 
The sunlight dancing about their airs and graces, 
Burn that strange watcher’s heart ; then the sly brain 
Speaks, all the dumb shoal shrieks, and by the stone 
The silver death writhes with the chosen one. 


Time of Roses 


Cuzan flows the wind as from its grand source flowing 
At once to man, clean flows the eternal God : 

The clouds dance with that splendid presence glowing, 
Earth’s silver brilliance flashes from that flood. 

Sweet smells and musics meet as me I rove, 

Long dead to me! nor angels might outshine 

Those martins with their white breasts warm with love, 
Building their home beneath the eaves of mine. 


And roses in their ecstasy have come, 

We see no hut, no hall but there they wreathe 
Their Araby, and their sweet lives outbreathe : 
Rude hedges have their thousands too: and some 
So nestle down, the dazzled eye supposes 

At first that very grass has brought forth roses. 
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Waste Ground 


Tue wheat crowds close, the land falls sharp, 
And shrubs of all sorts mark the scarp, 
Where birds are welcome, sweet or shrill, 

To share all secrets save man’s will, 

And moths as dappled as the pard 

Or brown as Caribs pass the guard. 


Here’s a place but rarely trod, 

And belongs to some old god. 

Deep adown we tell the stream 

By a whisper or a gleam ; 

Willow leaves wrapt grey above 

Like the feathers of a dove, 

And such green armies gathered round, 
The ripple might be underground. 
Thistles, most, jump from the marl, 
Baring teeth in sullen snarl. 

Perhaps when Magog was a child 

They grew in gardens, lilies wild ; 
Injured here they nurse their grievance, 
And briars and nettles nod connivance. 


Beyond, the brook bedews the lane, 
The gravel groans beneath the wain ; 
The peeping leveret pricks his ears, 
But to his sweetmeat soon repairs ; 


So ancient is the solitude, 

So rarely is the fort reviewed, 
Here the saddest soul might come 
And for philosophy have room, 
And old gods well find messuage 
To sleep away a graceless age. 


And yet on this the church top stares, 
And some hallooing gargoyle glares, 

Even gardens lie a stone’s throw hence 
With white clothes sunning on the fence, 
And hayricks rise by the Black Boy stable, 
The neighbours of this niche for fable. 


Blue Butterfly 


Here Lucy paused for the blue butterfly— 
Blue with the mingled colours of the sky : 
Here Lucy paused, and murmured to behold 
His fingers long or feelers ringed with gold, 
Ebony-ringed like cowboy’s switches are, 
And touched with sunset and its seraph star. 


Frilled round he was, she bade me look, with white ; 
Over his body blossomed a soft light ; 

And in his wings a ruddiness remained 

Like thunder skies, yet thence his sweet blue gained ; 
And when he shut his timid wings, then even 

His undersides proclaimed a child of heaven, 
Flecked with dark eyes, in paly circlets crowned. 
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Vetches of scarlet vein were legion round ; 
The speckled orchid grew, wild bean beside ; 
The aspens like a pebbled water sighed ; 
When he rose up to feathery fanning flight 
And over sweetbriar dancing went from sight. 
And here I see him yet, and Lucy’s eye 
Looks on him from that day so fast fled by, 
And her delight so trembling and so true 

Is whispering in my lonely walk anew. 


Rustic Wreath 


WITH May’s tomthumb and datsy come, 
With May’s moondatsy countless come, 
I take my ease upon the heath 

And of my pleasures tie my wreath. 


I take my ease, and yet I meet 

A bitter prelude to much sweet : 

The cat skulks close as hare in fourm, 
Bounds away at mischief’s speed ; 

I find her grassy ambush warm 

Where feathers small convict her greed : 
And may a mischief end such bliss 

Or them that starve her into this. 


But now the cottage chimneys fail 

To overpeer the happier vale : 

See lively frog come down the track, 
Blotched like dead leaves his yellow back, 


And eyes like gems in black chaps set— 
A finer gipsy I ne’er met : 

Then in the velvet paddock, while 
Through amber rain the sunbeams smile, 
The cows in all their white and red, 

As though of Zion’s pasture bred ! 


What roses and what elders flower ! 
For mating birds how many a bower ! 
Without a care, here in the way, 

A butterfly dreams life away, 

Then in a terror at my tread 

Shuts to a leaf or twig that’s dead, 
And on his wings my love descries 
Those beauty-spots like little eyes. 


Here once a cottage was, it looks, 

Here yet its fruit-trees shield love-nooks, 
And water-well lies diamond, 

And rose-bush twinkling pink beyond 

A whole day’s counting has put forth 
Her buds and swells the natural mirth 
Of a warm corner where the sun 

Shines as he only loved that one. 


Oh, if this hour were now to grow 

An age, this humble haunt would glow 
With a contenting paradise, 

Though never through the sunlight rise 
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Those crystal towers and souls of trees 
And mounts of gold that fancy sees ; 
Though there the heavenly rose appear, 
And only earth’s rude rustic here. 


Brook in Drought 


Tue willow catkins fall on the muddy pool 

Churned up anew by cows who came to cool : 

And under shoal the sticklebacks, to whom 

The infant stream is like the whale’s searoom, 

Or Amazon to a cayman ; wondering there, 

They rise and thrilling sip that strange sharp air. 

The plunging stone down from the dwarf bridge 
thrown 

Is Zeus’s bolt,—the schoolboy shambles on, 

And from their puny caverns they are seen 

Returning where the high god’s wrath has been. 


Meantime a god indeed with fierce desire 

Drinks of their lessening waters, tongued with fire, 
And all along the willows’ silver line 

Diminishes the pools that pleased the kine, 

And in a day will strew with tiny bones 

This universe dried into sands and stones. 
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Rosa Mundi 


Tuer in a solitude of silence slips 

The sun’s red rose down to the damps of night, 

The long grass soon will hide that saddening light, 

Bloom past mature, touched with frost’s embering 
lips ; 

. All the earth eyes seem that way bent, red rose! 
Lovestruck, the lark leaps up to hoard farewell 
With one last flash, the jester’s passing-bell ; 

The red rose falls, the dusky windwave flows 


Through the concealing grass, to-morrow’s hay. 

The brown owl on the tall post mews and peers, 

But that divine bloom’s gone; the white owl veers 

His body of a fish far down that way 

Where dropped that petal. Along the cattled 
glade 

The trees are weeping women, the pearled downs 

Put off their glory, and the eyesight drowns 

As though through tears, where the lost blossom’s 
laid. ? 


And true, man finds himself to tears betrayed, 
Though thought, youth, joy laborious in the 
bright 
Their stratagems have manned in tears’ despite, 
—But like a spy the shadow passed their enfilade. 
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Interval 


Wuen the cloudy evening shows 
Her white forehead wondrous wise, 
Whispering truce to friends and foes, 
Content will from his labour rise ; 
Along the cornside then strolls he 
And never felt more gay and free. 


Lured by that delightful muse 
Freedom peacefully prevails, 
Boldly then Content pursues 
The privilege of downs and dales : 
No sooner from his door he gets 
Than his unharnessed mood curvets. 


In the plum above the thatch 

Two young starlings stretch their throats, 
The creaking door and clapping latch 

Scare not one whit their shapeless notes, 
Two bills upthrust gluck, gulp, and wail 
‘ The sons of freedom shall prevail.’ 


Then across the liberal leys 

Where brown heads just top the green, 
Where the coney-courtship plays, 

The tameless wind dares intervene : 
And, where Content so lightly strolls, 
He spins the parsley parasols, 


And bows blooms down, this way and that, 
And they as graceful as can be 

Protest but askingly thereat 
And bid the free caress the free, 

Till this republican delight 

Makes jealous the usurping night. 


Here a word and there a word 

The rooks in elmen summits talk, 
Some casual farmyard bark is heard, 

Or nibbling mouse beside the baulk— 
Nightingales begin and pause 
As if their music knew no laws. 


So winning is the time’s white whim, 
So indolent and lively too, 

Our yeoman finds the dusk and dim 
More lighted than the nooning blue ; 

And on he sings’‘and saunters there, 

Suddenly unconfined as air. 


The Masquerade 


Here winds 
The chiding chiming brook caught in two minds, 
Here it breaks away from shadow and might 
Break a heart some day recalling its delight. 
Then, that child dance gone, 
Our rivulet puts.a river’s mastery on, 


Sweet mimic, swelling its blue breadth between 
Mild open levels green. 

Now, on its breast, how glides 

The secret wind with forkéd wave, 

And how the pike young, long and clean 

Sleeps in his azure cave! 

Warm-bosomed hawthorn stands in fruitful rest 
Beside, and breathes her mayflowers’ araby, 

And there, even more enchanting me, 

The happy thrush has built her nest 

That safety and sweet beckoning breeze not fail, 
When great life calls the young ones from their shells 
To their round cot of clay: cool stream, avail ! 
And the good mother knows that one due day, 
Destined with golden beams, life points their way, 
Paints their long landscape, the large lordships tells, 
Far from the river in their natal dale. 


And so you are become a river, 

With the iris fenced, the grove 

Of serpent water-withes inwove ! 

Vain ; say nay, you child deceiver ; 

Here the shepherd’s penstock ends the scene, 

At whose mossed doors your serious prank is done. 

Each way the willows slyly laughing lean 

To see your sleep-like walking 

On a sudden change, leap, rove and run 

In bright gold shallows, crystal one, 

With ringed lights dabbling and twirling the brambles 
and to yourself a-singing and a-talking. 
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A Budding Morrow 


Wuen I woke, the sapphire sky 
Through the panes was gazing, 

Bright the wind was waving by 
The chestnuts’ yellow blazing. 


When I went abroad, the land 
Proclaimed a new dominion, 
The black lanes which ploughs had planned 


Shone vital and virginian. 


Where the last night’s seething rain 
Lay in my neighbour’s hiring, 

It glittered mist and fire amain, 
Sun-desired, desiring. 


Old hares limped from frond to frond, 
With joy half-mastering terror, 

And lonely trees blushed air beyond 
Like Venus in a mirror. 


And woods that heard the rill-like gush 
Of western wind’s compassion 
Let fall their leaves, and then fell hush 


For new annunciation. 


I who had drooped the last eve’s hours 
To think the year forsaken 
Saw all the air bloom with fine flowers, 
And laughed to have been mistaken. 
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A Pastoral 


Wuen the young year is sweetest, when the year 

Is a symphony of sounds and scents and seeings 

That gather in the sky in shining clouds, 

So, souls fly nearer their glad soul a moment, 

—Then Collins Meadow is the place to walk. 

To know it afar, it’s worthy with those colours 

That old and saintly patiences imbloomed 

On sacred leaves of missals: all around 

The land’s a sweet book, close is a sweet page, 

But this the initial and the crownéd A. 

Then, poet, take your subtlest instrument, 

That the grace and marvel may repeated be 

Beyond their range, for hills and woods immure, 

To them who never came here. The dead artist 

Hath left men vases where awhile is held 

A rosy odour, and an ecstasy : 

But you, with words of sooner perished clay, 

To catch and cup but a millionth of the joy 

That in this meadow runs, swims, slides, basks, 
rings,— 

Call to the ghosts of Ida, for they knew. 

Meantime the lonely soul will hover here 

In bright transcendence and in humble prayer 

Till one companion come through dewy leaves. 


The young year being so rosy now, 
Sound, scent and sight one posy now, 
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The sunny symphony of pastoral reeds 

Hovering and sparkling as the west wind leads 

With such a touch on harps of weeds 

As makes each one Apollo’s bough— 

The young year with the gleaming hue 

Walks in the sun, and will not you? 

In these green freedoms there’s no sense 

Of what the tithe-map feigns a fence— 

- This meadow is the one we find 

On grosser surveys close confined, 

But to my mind it none the less 

Answers the kin sky’s boundlessness : 

In this savannah Number’s span 

Is nothing ; past his topmost plan 

Would spring the star-flowers, and a linnet 

Hold her house, and five young in it. 

Come you will: here all is well— 

The far church clock with judging bell 

Is but one ban: 

One low note falls, 

One sad and solitary trumpet calls, 

One dull drum blackens on the rich blue firmament of 
song : 

But the west wind he will wean us away, 

He again on his ravishing pipes does play, 

And up among the living air 

Makes holiday and magic there,— 

That will be hushed, unless you come ere long. 
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The Embryo 


THAT grey-green river pouring past, 
The moorhen and the vole, 

Though spring was dark above, 

Will always haunt my soul. 


Old thorny plum-trees running wild 
Beside the river donned 

White bloom—ah, not too old for love, 
Though day looked stone beyond. 


No one yet crossed the muddy plank 
That bridged the full creek round, 
Nor on the flood-strewn isle 

Sought the old camping-ground ; 


Where, to be sure, a drowned sheep lodged 
In a black holt of alders, 

Its poor fleece brown and vile, 

To shudder young beholders. 


Surly the day leaned down, its breath 
Bit ; yet through frown and chill 
This otter’s home, this stream 
Full-marching to the mill, 


The claw-like trees, the cryptic gloom 
Enwombed a joy that drew 

Through grey-green depths the bream, 
The swans through air anew. 


Misunderstandings 


In the bright shallow of this broadened dyke, 

Whose willow-wood, late chopt, gives now 
Not one sweet shading bough, 

See in the sun the two young mating pike 
With golden strakes and dapplings fine 
In mutual love themselves align ; 

Where he and she together bask and dream, 

There is no time but that, no other theme. 


The flooded river hurled and flurried hoarse 

With lashing branches and brown scum, 
And yet the time was come. 

These following love up a still lonely course 
Reached this imagined bower, nor knew 
The dwindled river far withdrew. 

And now in unsuspicious love they lie 

In the bright prison where they soon must die. 


The mild wood-pigeon looked, and look she might, 
For last year’s willow-wood : ’twas gone! 
She rose and floated on 
To one near by; and there in April light, 
Her thin twigs set, sat warming two 
Sweet eggs, that shone like roses through. 
Man came, she startled ; he but looked and learned, 
But to her frost-cold eggs she ne’er returned. 


a” 


Hawthorn 


Beneatu that hawthorn shade the grass will hardly 
grow, 


So many babes have played and kept the bare 
clay so, 

So many loves delayed in the moonlight’s ebb and - 
flow— 


Daisy-chains and sweet beginnings, 
Fail not till I pass below. 


The roots of this same thorn are polished like a 
stool, 
Each grey and goblin horn grown craftwise beauti- 
ful, 
And sometimes to adorn is left a tuft of wool— 
I envy still the merry runnings 
Of those that pass that way from school. 


The moonlight through the may and the whisper 
fluttering there, 
Like angels on their way to the lamp of pain and 
prayer, 
Gleams and ripplings play, and we lay our forehead 
bare, 
For here the coolest, cleverest cunnings 
Know the unknown’s wingéd air. 


Come, little tiny child, here’s white violets for thee, 
Come, smiling beauty wild, love’s the dryad of this 
tree, 
And thou baptizéd mild, this thorny chapel see, 
And may I for all my sinnings 
Sit in this same sanctuary. 
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MIND 


Dead Letters 
(T. L. H.) 


Tuere lay the letters of a hundred friends 
Of one whose name and years—what else ?—we 
knew ; 
Unordered, faded, past and gone, 
Mere script that chance had let live on. 


Now through this chaos of sad nothing-worth, 
Of unknown moods and matters dead so long, 
We'll look, we said, for any trace 
Of those his friends whom years but grace : 


And hurrying over pages thick as leaves 
In Vallombrosa, now with surprised hush 
We met with Mary Shelley’s name, 

Tumultuous for her dead Love’s fame. 


Nor without trembling could we lay our hand 
To that remorseless parchment which recalled 
Poor Harriet staring on the cold 
Oblivious water, deathly bold. 


How often, fine as this his silvered hair, 
Appeared the charactery of Shelley’s friend, 
That friend to whom the Ariel gay 
Went fleeting on a fatal day ! 
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The face of Keats glowed out awhile, and Lamb 
Seemed never far, the darling of our race ; 

And here the tired heroic soul 

Of Landor lit a homely scroll ; 


And later names which England’s genius bore, 

Writ by the men, flashed out on our survey ; 
And Muse and State we chose in pride 
From the great throng we cast aside. 


We cast aside! poor relics, chill and dumb, 

That told us nothing, seemed the chaff that time 
With his great tempest might have hurled, 
And no whit lost, from this wide world. 


But scanning here more closely, at the last 

We found our thoughts in these unknowns drawn down 
To comprehend the hopes and fears, 
The wrongs and harms that loosed these tears, 


The half-starved fingers at their drudgeries, 

The brain in fever and endeavouring still, 
The unechoed songs in beauty’s praise, 
The affection urged in darkest days ;— 


And more and more these nameless annals clutched 
The hasty hand, the heart, till a hundred ghosts 

Of men unlauded, past and gone, 

Seemed friends that we had always known. 
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The Eclogue 


So talk ran on, and turning like a lane 
Discovered meetings loved and left behind, 
And pleasure common once came peeping plain, 
A sunshine through the late mists of the mind ; 
Leading these two to warm nigh into song 

~ Upon the river where they dwelt so long ; 


The ancient river flowing on among 

Sweet hopgrounds and their aisles of tasselled bines, 
Old crooked orchards, fruit-plats straight and young— 
How gently to his sea his wave declines ! 

Vexed into whirlpools where the sluices roar, 

But in a field’s length easy as before. 


The son, drowsed in imagination stern, 

Shaped his remembrance dark and breathless ; cries 
A sullen god beside a mumbling urn, 

A hungry blackness full of evil eyes ; 

Sees the wind warp, the eddy twirl askance, 

As marks of water-witches on their dance. 


The very eels seen through his eyes become 
Sorcerers, oafish bream grow more than wise, 
A babel of tongues shrieks from the sallows dumb, 
Weeds coil a web of death for human flies : 
Terror would bear him on swift wings away, 
But dizzy wonder still would have him stay. 
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But when the father spoke, the stream was flowing 

Innocent on as pasturing flocks beside, 

A gentle giant moping not nor mowing, 

Heaven’s looking-glass with heaven’s white pageant 
pied ; 

Sweeter companionship he never knew 

In morning’s sun or evening’s rosy dew. 


There the vole sunned him by the pollard’s heel, 
The pollard scored with tow-rope’s telling groove ; 
Far down the flood the singing bells would peal, 
The bells would peal, the silver swans would move, 
Between the water-mosses’ warm green beds, 


Where harmless fish could hide their simple heads. 


The youth that saw these things and would not see 

Peopled the waterholes with passion’s dream, 

And brought the deathbell moaning over the lea 

To cry his ‘ Drowned, drowned, drowned!’ against 
the stream, 

And gazed the demon in his watery meuse, 

The swoln ghosts ever starting from the ooze. 


But ever in the pauses of his son 

The old man set his bright against the dark, 

Numbering his curious beauties one by one,— 

Straight as a ploughman driving on his mark, 

Through storms, through stubs, through stones his 
furrow guiding,— 

Seeing below calm trees calm waters gliding. 
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The Shadow 


Here’s a del] that’s sunny enough 
for laughing joy ; 

Robins whistling clear enough 

From mossy woodpiles near enough, 
but where’s my joy? 


Blithe in truth looks frost’s blue eye 

And lovely blue the brook flits by, 

Red-faced sun and jewelled sloe 

And jest of old crow answering crow 
would all wake joy ; 


But old time slyly all the while 

Checks the song and dims the smile, 
And sense so eager turns to shade, 

In silence stumbling through the glade. 


A Fading Phantom 


Tue bold sun like a merry lord 

Looked in the barn and laughed there 
To see such good cheer on the board, 
Such ale and jest on draught there ; 
The toasts were drunk, and still awhile 
The roof with uproar rung, 

But lured aside I crossed the stile 

And tyrannous tears upsprung. 
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Far-slanting from the hilly baulk 
The acres drew my gaze 
Into the fields I used to walk 
And into other days : 
Hark to that voice—but what was said ? 
My brain strove as it thinned. 
I half deciphered from the dead 
What passed me like the wind. 


O voice of thousand throats and notes, 
How in this sudden swoon 
Shall mind distil the mist that floats 
So ghostly through the noon ? 
I stared upon the far-off wood, 
The weir’s eye flashed on mine, 
And chilly ran my summer blood 
To know Time’s fluttering sign. 


There, Heaven, and there, sweet Heaven, you shone ; 
I still surveyed the ground, 
I, like a spy; the grace was gone 
And nothing to be found. 
With memory laboured still my mind 
Fain to unravel life ; 
As if, poor fool, so clumsy-kind ! 
It knew joy’s hieroglyph. 


‘In luck and love together!’ it cried ; 
‘The hay made incense, gold 

Swept Danaé’s lap in June’s high tide 
As the shower in sunshine rolled ; 
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Through golden air the river took 
His rich ancestral ease, 

And poppies danced their flames and shook 
Their dark lives to the breeze. 


To his vast arms the shepherd oak 
Called Ariel’s wingéd rout, 

Cool in crook’d lanes to simple folk 
The cottages peeped out. 

With plunging elves the wells were wild, 
The brooks with naiads dinned, 

The vaporous willows sighed and smiled 
As passed the dallying wind.’ 


No more, my dull interpreter ! 
When once the soul is flown 

The tenement’s as void of her 
As common clay or stone ; 

Surely she passed, that pale voice seemed 
Hers, surely she was nigh ? 

But O my heart! how once she gleamed ! 
That now mere doubt flits by. 


The English Poets 


I rooxep across the fields and saw a light 
Abroad through all the morning earth and air, 

A hue of heaven !—I thought it common sight ; 
Was radiant thence and dreamed all people were. 


A hue of heaven! or passion of old earth, 
Triumphant in the pastoral long played there, 
Memory of wakes and wooings and May mirth 
When Lear was young ; so shone my earth and air. 


Yet to no words I set my revery ; 
Loved well the landscape, but as though its prime 
For all eyes bloomed from cloud and shepherd’s tree, 
For me would bloom, as trees would, all my time— 


Till years had changed my gazing. Then as one 
Wakes from a dream and sighing would renew 
The happy dream, but O! it is clean gone, 
I knew my loss, I sighed for the darling hue. 


How many doting eyes of poets dead 
Have known and lost the Spirit of this sweet land 
Who to young wonder glows! and as I read, 
Longing in past enchanted vales to stand, 


From pages hid away by time, or crowned 
With timeless laurels, oft on a sudden arose 
The mist of magic, and old haunted ground 
Shone with the Spirit who to young wonder glows. 


Soon come, soon gone! and yet the brief disclose 
Sweetened my days, and in desire I grew 

The constant suppliant and the friend of those 
From whose love’s annals, known to all or few, 
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By virtue of their true and earnest love, 

The wandering light might kindle here and there ; 
In halt harsh phrase or Muses’ treasure-trove, 

In warmest ecstasy or recountings bare. 


And shall I ever pass the humblest name 
Of honest English song for England sung, 
When from the uncouth shrine to me might flame 


The spirit fire that keeps my England young ? 


The Old Year 


THE moon was going down; the empty trees shook, 
sighing, ; 
The frost breath in the grasses sere aif 
Made joyless anthem ; one more year | 
Was dying. 


Abroad a smuggled light, a luckless light was waning 
Over the houses hushed, and I 
Stood numbed, with neither love nor sigh 
Remaining. 


First Rhymes 


In the meadow by the mill 
I’d make my ballad, 
Tunes to that would whistle shrill 
And beat the blackbird’s ringing bill— 
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But surely the innocent spring has died, 
The sultry noon has hushed the bird, 
The jingling word, the turn and glide 
All in that meadow must have died.— 
For that, the fuller speech of song 
Has charmed me, 
And lulled my lonely hours along ; 
Through beauty’s truth that leads to-day 
My longing trials 
Shone then like dewdrops in my way 
When ‘ Nature painted all things gay.’ 


Inheritance 


Au! what magic was that, and what the mystery 
In the Suffolk maiden’s look that swiftly enchanted 
me, 
And held me prisoner ? Love that could never be, 
For love for me had long since left his celestial tree— 
Never from those boughs would the bright wings 
flash again. 


Standing and trembling, I in silence shone to 
The unknown divine look, and when she was gone 
too 
The countenance-light yet mastered my being, 
And all the garden round was lost to my seeing— 
There was but this dynasty, where, gods, and when ? 
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God-seeking, bold, laborious, earth’s companions, 
That long ago triumphing made the plough’s domi- 
nions, 
Ladies whose lovely faith the long years stormed not, 
These all in one met, ghost-glowing, formed not 
These the chance-come charm that bade me 
worship then ? 


The Still Hour 


As in the silent darkening room I lay, 

While winter’s early evening, heavy-paced 

As ploughmen from our swarthy soil, groped on 

From the cold mill upon the horizon hill 

And over paddocks to the neighbouring lodges 

And lay as I, tired out with colourless toil, 

Inert, the lubber fiend, whose puffing drowse 

The moon’s dawn scarce would fret, through the low 
cloud ,— 

When thus at ebb I lay, my silence flowered 

Gently as later bloom into a warm 

Harmonious chiming ; like a listener I 

Was hushed. The spirits of remembrance all 

In one concent made music, a flood, a haze, 

A vista all to one ripe blushing blended. 


That summer veil of sweet sound then awhile 
Gave me clear voices, as though from rosy distance 
Whence drifting multitude of song had come, 
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The several bells each in his round were heard, 

The tower that throned them seen, and even the 
golden 

Chanticleer that frolicked on its top. 

From my broad murmuring ode there came fair forth 

The cries of playing children on one day, 

At one blue dewy hour, by one loved green ; 

And then the brook was tumbling lit like gems 

Down its old sluice, and old boy-heroes stood 

To catch its sparkling stonefish—I heard even 

The cry that held the chestnut tench’s downfall 

In the next swim, that strange historic victim. 

From church and pasture, sweetheart and sworn friend, 

From the hill’s hopgrounds to the lowest leas 

In the rook-routed vale, from the blind boy 

Who lived by me to the dwellers in the heath, 

From robins building in the gipsy’s kettle 

Thrown in our hedge, to waterfowl above 

The mouldering mill, distinct and happy now 

Ten thousand singings from my childhood rang. 


And time seemed stealing forward as they sounded, 

The syllables of first delights passed ; years 

That ended childhood with their secret sigh 

Uttered their joys, still longed-for, still enshrined. 

And then what voices? Straight, it seemed, from 
those, 

While a long age was silent as the grave, 

The utterance passed to that stern course of chances 

That crowded far-off Flanders with ourselves. 
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I heard the signallers lead the strong battalion 

With bold songs flying to the breeze like banners, 

The quiet courage once again of Daniells 

By some few words built up a fort around me, 

And while the long guns clattered through the towns 

I, rather, heard the clack of market-women, 

The hostel’s gramophone and gay girls fooling, 

And chants in painted churches, and my friend’s 

- Lively review of Flemish contraries. 

Or, was not this the green Bethune canal 

And these our shouts, our laughs, our awkward plunges, 

While summer’s day went cloudless to its close ? 

There shone the Ancre, red-leafed woods above it, 

The blue speed of its waters swirled through cause- 
ways ; 

There from his hammock in the apple orchard 

Up sprang old Swain and rallied intruding youngsters. 

The company now fell in, to the very yard, 

And once again marched eager towards the Somme, 

And there, a score of voices leapt again 

After a hare that left her seat in the corn. 

I think I’'d know that twinkling field to-day. 


So in a swift succession my still hour 

Heard Flanders voices, in the line direct 

From those of childhood ; but at last the host 
In such confusion as nigh stopt my breath 

With glory and anguish striving, drew far on 
And all became a drone, that in decline 

From summer’s bravery changed to autumn chill, 
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And as the music vague and piteous grew, 

I saw the mist die from its pleasant charm, 

Now fierce with early frost its numb shroud lay 
Along sad ridges, and as one aloof 

I saw the praying rockets mile on mile 

Climb all too weak from those entangled there, 
Climb for the help that could not help them there ; 
And even these purple vapours died away 

And left the surly evening brown as clay 

Upon those ridges battered into chaos 

Whence one deep moaning, one deep moaning came. 


Thames Gulls 


BEAUTIFUL it is to see 
On London Bridge the bold-eyed seabirds wheel, 
And hear them cry, and all for a light-flung crust 
Fling us their wealth, their freedom, speed and gleam. 
And beautiful to see 
Them that pass by lured by these birds to stay, 
And smile and say ‘ how tame they are ’—how tame! 
Friendly as stars to steersmen in mid seas, 
And as remote as midnight’s darling stars, 
Pleasant as voices heard from days long done, 
As nigh the hand as windflowers in the woods, 
And inaccessible as Dido’s phantom. 
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Masks of Time 


Tuen the Lark, his singing on a sudden done, 

Fell through crystal sunrays to his twilight bed, 
Then the woods as sharp and carved as Parthenon 
Stood before charmed eyes for ever; time was dead. 


Now is haste returned ; the striding fury flings 
_ That mad mantle abroad, and foots both Pole and path, 
Swarming grasses hiss; pursue wild beaks and wings; 
The clods roll their brown heads, all Golgotha in 
wrath. 


Achronos 


Tue trunks of trees which I knew glorious green, 

Which I saw felled last year, already show 

Rust-red their rounds ; the twisting path between 

Their hulks takes its new way trod plain as though 

It went this way since years and years ago. 

The plough I saw my friend so often guide, 

Snapped on the sly snag at the spinney side, 

Lies rusting there where brambles overflow ; 

As gulfed in limbo lake as buried coins, 

Which once both bread and wine, now nothing mean. 

The spider dates it not but spins in the heat, 

For what’s time past ? but present time is sweet. 

Aye, in that churchyard lies fruit of our loins— 

The child who bright as pearl shone into breath 
With the Egyptian’s first-born shares coeval death. 
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A Transcription 


‘Turis young man comes from your way, Tom.’ 
At this 

The old thin silent fellow on the sack, 
Who turned some pages with a face of lead, 
Clapt eyes on me. His quivering jaw released 
Words sere and rambling as November leaves. 
‘You come from my way. . . . Ah, I used to know 
Sturmere, New England, Stoke, the Valley Arms. 
Tis forty year ago. ”Tis changed, no doubt. 
Yes, I knew all them places.’ 

Here the master 
Of the old-clothes shop pointed me again, 
‘ He went a-cricketin’ out to Stoke Whit Monday.’ 
‘ Cricketin’ ? Ah, there warn’t no cricket then, 
Except the boys might take a bat at nights. 
The men ne’er played no cricket nor no quoits 
Nor football. ‘Tenpins—that was all there was.’ 
And pausing, he gave ear to something afar 
And suddenly heard what made his words ring out. 
‘ But we had music in the churches then, 
The clar’net on a Sunday used to play 
In Sturmere church—and as the sayen is, 
The clarn’et used to sound like HEAVEN ON EARTH.’ 
O Love, Love, Love, your anthem reached the place, 
The rags and rubbish thence all-glorious shone. 
And he again: ‘ There’s no such music now, 
There’s nothen now for nobody, only sorrow.’ 
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Harvest 


So there’s my year, the twelvemonth duly told 
Since last I climbed this brow and gloated round 
Upon the lands heaped with their wheaten gold, 
And now again they spread with wealth imbrowned— 
And thriftless I meanwhile, 
What honeycombs have I to take, what sheaves to pile? 
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I see some shrivelled fruits upon my tree, 
And gladly would self-kindness feign them sweet ; 
The bloom smelled heavenly, can these stragglers 
be 
The fruit of that bright birth ? and this wry wheat, 
Can this be from those spires 
Which I, or fancy, saw leap to the spring sun’s fires ? 


I peer and count, but anxious is not rich, 
My harvest is not come, the weeds run high, 
Even poison-berries ramping from the ditch 
Have stormed the undefended ridges by ; 
What Michaelmas is mine ! 
The fields I thought to serve, for sturdier tillage pine. 


But, hush—Earth’s valleys sweet in leisure lie ; 
And I among them wandering up and down 
Will taste their berries, like the bird or fly, 
And of their gleanings make both feast and crown. 
The Sun’s eye laughing looks, 
And Earth accuses none that goes among her stooks. 
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A Dream 


Unrippte this. Last night my dream 
Took me along a sullen stream, 

A water drifting black and ill, 

With idiot swirls, and silent still. 

As if it had been Pactolus 

And I of gold sands amorous 

I went determined on its bank, 

Stopped in that breath of dim and dank, 
And in my hand (in dream’s way) took 
A living fish to bait my hook, 

A living fish, not gudgeon quite 

Nor dace nor roach, a composite. 

Then ghoulishly with fingers, yet 

With aching mind, I strove to get 

The pang of shackling metal through 
The mouth of that poor mad perdu, 
And (ran the bitter fancy’s plot) 

To tie his body in a knot. 

While thus I groped and grasped and coiled 
And he in horror flapped and foiled, 

I saw how on the clay around 

Young shining fishes leapt and clowned, 
And often turned their eyes on me, 
Begging their watery liberty, 

Most sad and odd. But, thought I, now 
I have no time for helping you. 

And then at length my bait was hooked, 
His shuddering tail grotesquely crooked : 


Black was the secret-dimpling stream, 

I flounced him to the line’s extreme. 
And then, his mercy, gladdening me 
Who just had been his agony, 

Some monstrous mouth beat out his brain, 
The line cut wide its graphs of strain. 

I knew my prize, and fought my best 
With thought and thew—then the fight ceased. 
Sobbing I feared the quarry gone, 

But no, the deadweight showed him on, 
Slow to the mould I pulled the huge 
Half-legend from his subterfuge, 

And as he from the water thrust 

His head, and cleared its scurf and must, 
Two eyes as old as Adam stared 

On mine. And now he lay unbared: 
My glory !—On the bleak bank lay 

A carcass effigy in clay, 

A trunk of vague and lifeless mass 

Such as might lie beneath filmed glass, 
Where on the pane the buzzing fly 
Batters to win the desperate sky. 


A Bridge 


‘ Beyonp the church there stands a bridge,’ 
The greyhead said in his thin moan, 
‘ And the river below’s nor quick nor slow, 
And the green weed waves beside his stone.’ 
83 
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The summer’s dust in curling gust 
Had floured me like a miller’s man, 

And on the hot bridge-wall I leant 
To watch how sweet the water ran. 


Then all things crumbled, with a roar 
Mountains of waters champed and hurled ; 
The sluices crashed and deluge flashed 
And spun me through a gasping world 


Of black and green heads breaking loose, 
With hideous bubbles, bolting eyes, 

And rage and race, and white grimace, 
And sidelong monstrous agonies. 


Then sick and scarlet stood the sun 
Above a slackened seething flood, 
And in red creeks poked fish with beaks, 
And shell-strong claws scooped the swart mud, 


And congregate in sharkish hate 
Hundreds of demon slayers basked 

In the mid gulf, scaled thunder-bronze, 
And their swift brains one victim asked. 


‘ Why, there you see the bridge again,’ 

The grey ghost said. ‘ How time has flown ! 
The pools lie clear this time of year, 

And the green weed’s lazy beside his stone.’ 


Strange Perspective 


Happy the herd that in the heat of summer 
Wades in the waters where the willows cool them, 
From murmuring midday that singes the meadow, 
And turns very tansies, fire-flowers, tindery. 
Naked at noon there, naughtiness too wantons, 

. From bank bold jumping, and bough down dandling, 
Of chimed hour chainless and churlish duty. 

I see the glad set, who am far off sentenced, 
Their lily limbs dazzle over long dry pastures, 
And rude though ridges are risen between us, 
Miles of mountains morosely upthrusting, 

And dim and downward my gaze now droops, 
My pool beyond pasture by a strange perspective 
Is plain, and plunging its playmates gleam, 
Hustling the staid herd into hazardous shadows, 


Omen 


Now the day is dead, I cried, 
The sky stretched mute and mortified, 
The sun gone, the clouds biding, 
The first stars in dungeons hiding. 
Lantern venturing its short glow, 
I went to put the lodge doors to, 
And tiffling there heard hardly aware 
A harsh high harmony along the air— 
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Some steel-bit fox in the western wood, 

The mind’s rote idly understood— 

And yet that wild voice rose and grew 

Until I stood and strained for a view. 

Dogs in kennels began to bark, 

‘ There’s queer things love this kind of dark’ ; 
And here it comes creeping yelp on yelp, 
Along the hedge to us for help, 

The wood-child with man’s torture racked 
Dares seek him out, if he’ll retract. 


No fox was this. Ho, look to the air ! 
The greyness showed a wonder there ; 
Piteous sobbing in an instant grown 
The round of one man-careless tone. 

A wave of wild geese there was flying, 
Antheming what just seemed pain’s crying, 
All the swishing wings straight steering, 
East in a solemn progress bearing ; 
Majesty with these was going, 

Music in that shrill clangour flowing. 
East went the god-disclosing flight. 

I shut my doors up for the night. 


Elegy 


Tue Chinese tombs, 
Some, squares of shrubby trees, some, peaks and mounds, 
But more like tile-roofed huts and cottages, 
Lie here and there among the fertile grounds, 
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The spring day blooms 
Palely above them, and a warm tear falls 
At moments from her opening eyes upon 
Those hillocks and those walls ; 
The encircling wheat and beans as yet are wan, 
As the dim stress of winter scarce were gone ; 
The green corn waves 
With the thin wind in its tall shroudage flowing, 
Above those graves ; blue-suited Labour’s hoeing 
By Labour’s graves. 


Old Pleasures Deserted 


Coswess and kisks have crept 
On what so smiled, so shone, so smiled ; 
Fen-gotten fogs have wept, 
Rust and moth have ate and slept, 
Foul-coiling growths defiled. 


Morn’s golden sandals lie 

Slouched and unnoted ; moiled in weed, 
Diana’s silver archery 

Sails no shrill wind ; Pan’s maiden-reed 
Is sunk to atoms grey and dry ; 
Those flowers that lost Persephone 

Left in the sun, are shrunk to screed. 
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There were stones and shells 
That a god brought me from a brook, 
They gleamed as miracles, 
They’re now—I dare not look. 
By a clear green pool a kingfisher flew, 
Left with me an angel’s plume ; 
Where greybirds sang cool orchards through 
I found a flute that put forth bloom. 


Michael’s plume, flowery flute 
Were here, and thousand beauties more ; 
Beneath this shroud of disrepute, 
These scurfs and soilings, lay rich store: 
But creeping on, the shade of death 
Has changed this air ; 
Gaspingly I take my breath. 
Yet, did you dare, 
Through this hushed and kisky den 
Find them you might, 
And touch them into truth again 
May-morning bright. 


O nteachable 


To some, thoughts flying into futurity’s cloud ; 
To some, pale provings mocking time and space ; 
To some, the puzzling out to-day’s hoarse crowd ; 
To each his own: I run a backward race. 


I have been wandering distant roads, have striven 
To win new comprehensions ; much in vain, 
There’s that within me cares not what is given 
By such migrations ; of a stubborn grain, 


This Hodge-like serf and tyrant trudges on, 
Grudges and growls at all my innovations, 

Lets new things go to rack when I am gone 
On other errands, sticks to’s old vocations. 


Caelum, non animum—nay, scarce he’ll see 
An altered sky, and this, all said and done, 
I like him for; he’ll sit by his old tree, 
To eat his bit of dinner, out o’ the sun. 


The Daimyo’s Pond 


Tue swallows come on swift and daring wings, 
Their daring wings to dip with pure delight 

In the mild pond: once more the kind fate brings 
My heart that moment, and the world is bright. 
The lilies there, the white ones and the red, 
From the green cloudy deeps look up to heaven, 
And antique holm-oaks sheltering their calm bed 
Seem blessing Earth that has such duty given. 


Look, how that old man, face like parchment tanned, 
Wrinkled, mouth-shrivelled, silently is come 
To the high bank, a bucket in his hand— 


He beats upon it as it were a drum: 
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He beats a solemn summoning monotone, 

And through the secrecies that under shroud, 
The water-shapes steal towards his gonging drone, 
The lonelinesses gather in a crowd. 


Moon-pallid some come gliding through the green, 
Great fishes, yet for phantoms passing well ; 
Others like opals rosy-rayed convene, 

Jewels of June waters, to that simple bell ; 

Dark as barbaric dreams, there others swim, 

And now to that old labourer’s wish a host 

Of splendours circle mingling, to the brim 
Fanning and fawning, flame and dream and ghost. 


Would that I might by means as plain as this 
Bring many a mystery from life’s shadowy pool, 
Enchant the live gems from the unknown abyss, 
And make them seen, the strangely beautiful. 
What measured syllables must I resound, 

Oh what most simple and most secret spell 

For hidden fancies waits there to be found ? 
Who knows that incantation, and will tell ? 


Bells 


Wuat master singer, with what glory amazed, 
Heard one day listening on the lonely air 
The tune of bells ere yet a bell was raised 


To throne it over field and flood ? Who dare 
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Deny him demi-god, that so could win 

The music uncreate, that so could wed 

Music and hue—that, when the bells begin, 

Song colours, colour sings? Beauty so bred 
Enspheres each hamlet through the English shires, 
And utters from ten thousand peeping spires 

(Or huge in starlight) to the outmost farms 

Sweet, young, grand, old. The country’s lustiest arms 
Leap to the time till the whole sky retells 

That unknown poet’s masterpiece of bells. 


‘Thy Dreams Ominous’ 


Buest is the man that sees and hears 
The shuttles of the eternal weaver, 
And shrieks not, sobs not savage tears, 
Burns not with fever. 
He is a tree that’s finely planted 
Where a plunging cataract blanches, 
Spreading there as though enchanted 
His lucky branches. 


But what if I, whose different thews 
Scarce bear the dawning light unwincing, 
Discovered in some curious clues 
Vision commencing ? 
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I should be driftwood, moon and sun 
In gulping, groaning water-gorges 
Sucked down, shot high, and snatched and spun 
Through timeless orgies. 


Rue du Bots 


Harmonious trees, whose lit and lissom graces 
For ever brighten on my hastening eye, 
Calmed by whose leisure, by whose great griefs rap- 
tured, 
I care not if the word be live or die. 


Oh that I might with kisses and caresses 
Reveal that love to you, most lovely Powers, 
And like the sun or trembling dew be welcome, 
And see no winter to our green amours! 


This heart that glows at myriad-mantled beauty 
And at a gleam in voice or touch or eye 

Is lost and lispering, dazzled and disastered, 
This heart the plaything of the Passing By— 


Oh could it but be held by these wood-wonders, 
That time but gently, gently shine and sing ! 
Death first! and even in death this heart, dust- 
crumbled, 
Will never give an aspen to the spring. 
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Prodigal 


Tue stream runs on with speed and leisure too, 
Is voice and silence both; be thou that stream. 
The sylvan sunbeam finds the moss and dew, 
And gilds but mars them not ; be thou that beam. 
O see, my treasure, from our tread 
How the brave grass lifts its meek head. © 


‘In heaven like southern seas immense and blue 
Spring clouds laugh changing, changing, dazzling deep 
With wonders’ masquerade ; rich-tongued anew 
The foreign birds are come, young salmon leap 
In snowy splendours ; through the copse 
Favonian wings brush the bright drops.’ 


The stream runs on, and I have loved to lie 
Prone at its cressy brink and drink and hear, 
The time will come when, at the point to die, 
Ill wish a spirit-stream as cool and clear ; 

But be till then the birds in May, 

The splendid fish, the violet day. 


Reliques 


Map me the World, and watch you mark 
The tall peak poising Noah’s ark ; 
Let the North Light’s red pillar flare 
O’er Greenland stretched like a great bear, 
28 
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Cosmographate with master quill, 
Let chub-cheeked Boreas bluster still, 
And on the curled main here descry 
Some Golden Vanity, nor deny 

A glaring and most monstrous whale 
To flourish there his famous tail. 

Nor grudge the Cham his turrets, nor 
The Pythoness’s den ignore ; 

Engrave as plain as Bury Fair 
Magellan’s Clouds, the faithful pair 
That ever float with one white soul 
Not twenty leagues from the South Pole. 


I will not rail, I will not rant, 

If you admire that hungry plant 

The Borametz, in Scythia found, 

That stooping crops the grass all round, 
Sharpset as some young lamb: I see 

With you that in furred Muscovy 

Some mirrors lighten with the moon, 
Horned, halvéd, gibbous, at full noon. 

Nor do you scorn our own chalk cliffs ; 
Nebulgea makes dumb all ‘ ifs’ : 

With that heaven fats each meadow stone, 
Their strange increase: such is well known. 
So Kentish men once had fish tails 

And hell-becks count their dead in Wales, 
Shrews bite a bull, he shrivels away, 

And the birds choose mates on Valentine’s day. 


Hermetical my aidant be, 

And answer in your chymistry ; 
Produce us Salamander’s Blood, 

And Salt of Saturn, whether good 
Or not so good for wens or kibes, 
Bring Golden Sulphur’s active tribes ; 
In balneo Mariae get the bubbles 

To rectify my cystick troubles. 
Forget not Bezoardicum 

Lunale, or 1’m poisoned numb. 

Or would you, as some wiser hold, 
From herbs allure the charming gold, 
And gauging by wild-wine degrees 
Moisten my hot-tongued helodes, 
Enliquoring milch May-lilies well 
With tincture of blue pimpernel ? 


Then let me steal through timeless groves 
And be no more what passion moves ; 
There Agnus Castus, angel tree, 

The verdant of virginity, 

Must silver all her starry leaves 

And let fall down the climbless cleaves 
One leaf for me; or were it best 

To lie and fill my venomed breast 

With Manchinello’s deadly sleep 

And run like murder down the steep ? 
And there’s a wreathéd tree which woos 
A weeping cloud ; the kind tears ooze 
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And opiate thence ; no richer mist 
Perfumes the primal arborist ; 

Yet still I fly with barbed desire 

To find that thorn which flowers quick fire. 


But from this travel newly come 

I hear the trainbands beat the drum ; 
And war is loosed! ‘Then let me view 
The lines which martial artists drew ; 
Where round the staired and steepled town 
The ramparts and the embrasures frown, 
The hornwork thrusts its double spikes, 
The lunette tops the drowning dykes, 
The covert-way surrounding lurks, 

The ravelins lock the neighbouring works. 
This perfect flower and pearl of arms 
Fears not the forlorn-hope’s alarms 

And cannot ever be blown away, 

Though culverins and bombards play, 
And banners dancing in the sun 
Announce the eternal heptagon. 


Fantastic and most sweet revival, 
Land and sea that has no rival, 
Where the dogs that baying meet 

On moonlit hills and sheep that bleat 
Are in a tale, and shepherd knows 
The air is full of elf-arrows ! 

The yellow shafts of thunderous light 
Fall lonely there on moorland height 
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Whence half a summer’s ride is viewed, 
A majesty of solitude. 

There the roan horse is understood, 
Though distance hides in blackening wood 
The stars above the region know 

Who’s born and with him natural go, 
And mathematics, fresh as May, 

Will square the circle one bright day. 
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SPIRIT 


‘There is a Country’ 


Wuite thus the black night rushes down in rain, 
And the long-sighing wind drives on the showers, 
I face the flood, and cool and love my brain 

With drinking in this wine of all wild flowers, 
This cold sharp castaly, this leaping vein 

Of spirit blood ; here where the hill cloud lowers, 
I, an iota, atom, mote and grain, 

May revel in this torrent God for hours. 


And would some vision of the eternal springs 
That gladden peerless hills might flash on me, 
Who now their echo hear, their shadow see! 
Whose memory with such sweet and simple things, 
By this night’s rains, is rich—returning wings, 
Building and singing, in every leafing tree. 


The Brook 


Up, my jewel! let’s away 

There where none but young love lingers ; 
Bells are ringing folks to pray, 

But ours are older bells and ringers, 
Where the stream’s broken gleams 

Glance through tresses of green willow, 
Fishes glide, and beside 

Flowers laugh, blue, white and yellow. 
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On this bridge ’tis good to lean, 

Cooling care with the dance and dripple, 
Nor do you your lovelight screen 

Whenas you watch the dimpling ripple : 
Minim waves, nutshell caves, 

Cataracts over pebbles hurling, 
To whose falls on the walls 

Myriad mimic suns go twirling ! 


But what dying dying fall, 

What low ebbing syllables 
Hear I now? what ghosts recall 

Their shadowing piteous chronicles ? 
O my dear! this pale fear— 

Sun so cold, so dark! O never— 
My life stream’s broken gleams 

Stolen into the gulf for ever ! 


The Spell 


Loup the wind leaps through the night and fills the 
valley with his wings, 
The bleak fields not a furlong hence, in such black 
hours as these, 
Terrify, so lonely grown; the rain sweeps down to 
swell the springs 
And beats about the happy house where I may take 
my ease, 
And beats with fury far and near 
The fields of loneliness and fear. 
102 


In the still decline that led the blind year to his 
misery, 
We have walked among the woods and on a sudden 
heard, 
When not a tremor stole through air, the deadly fall 
from some one tree 
Of leaves that knew the time and answered God’s 
unspoken word. 
So seems it now with me, my own 
Is vacant all: I must be gone. 


This might be that selfsame night when good King 
Lear was running wild 
Over the hoarse unglimmering heath, and glorious 
met the storm ; 
I would then have followed him, for now I know 
myself beguiled 
By impulse nameless from the hearth, where I 
might huddle warm, 
In tooth of all the storms that ever 
Were, to rove the wild lands over. 


‘Art Thou Gone in Haste?’ 


Tuat I might watch the bells of wild bloom swing 
And hear them ring 
I travelled many a road when life was spring 
And many a brown holt knew : 
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Then too the waters of the twinkling ford 
Were mine, all mine the outlet sprang and poured 
Its laughing light and dew. 
The stealth of silent lakes in their dim fourms, 
The honour of the hills confronting Jove 
With brows of brightness, even to his splendid storms 
Unflinching, reckoning his eagle lightnings love, 
I scanned, and hoarded every flush and hue. 


O firmament, O mountain-headed march 
Of clouds through that blue arch, 
O flashing wings and dancing matin-beams, 
And O, below Jove’s dome, 
My Oberon’s house and home, 
Wren-nested hedges, bell-flowered copse, clear streams ! 
I passed, and now in vain a mocking shade pursue. 


To Joy 


Is not this enough for moan 

To see this babe all motherless— 

A babe beloved—thrust out alone 
Upon death’s wilderness ? 

Our tears fall, fall, fall—I would weep 

My blood away to make thee warm, 

Thou ne’er on earth hast gone one step, 
Nor heard the breath o’ the storm. 

How shall you go, my little child, 

Alone on that most wintry wild ? 
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The Aftermath 


SwiFT away the century flies, 

Time has yet the wind for wings, 
In the past the midnight lies ; 

But my morning never springs. 


Who goes there ? come, ghost or man, 
You were with us, you will know ; 
Let us commune, there’s no ban 
On speech for us if we speak low. 


Time has healed the wound, they say, 
Gone’s the weeping and the rain ; 
Yet you and I suspect, the day 
Will never be the same again. 


Is it day? I thought there crept 

Some frightened pale rays through the fog, 
And where the lank black ash-trees wept 

I thought the birds were just agog. 


But no, this fiction died before 
The swirling gloom, as soon as seen ; 
The thunder’s brow, the thunder’s roar, 
Darkness that’s felt strode swift between. 


O euphrasy for ruined eyes! 
I chose, it seemed, a flowering thorn ; 
The white blooms were but brazen lies, 
The tree I looked upon was torn 


105 


In snarling lunacy of pain, 

A brown charred trunk that deadly cowered, 
And when I stared across the plain 

Where once the gladdening green hill towered, 


It shone a second, then the greed 
Of death had fouled it ; dark it stood, 
A hump of wilderness untreed 
Where the kind Dove would never brood. 


To Nature 


O my stern mother, aye, in that name loved, 
Who gave me life and all its greenest fields, 

And yet to counterchange the simple joy 

Gave me this brain, whose luck it seems to be 
Ever to labour like a winnowing drudge, 

But blind, unknowing if it beat in vain, 
Unknowing what is truth, for the secret truth 
Straining in pallour all my waking hours, 

And even in dreams with worse shadow encircled, 
How this late noonday lights your sibyl’s brow ! 


For now so calm and tender rest the pastures, 

And now so sweet the distant sun looks down, 

And russet lands lie gleaming, so serene, 

That colour to the plough—your thought’s known 
there. 
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The patient ploughing horses, mates so kind, 
In whose white foreheads surely wisdom lives 
Unquestioned, in this hour bring me to tears 
And I must shield my eyes and turn away. 


Mysterious mother, I in your strange glances 
Have long been wandering lonely ; now I see 
The earth new dug, how clean and quiet lying! 
And since I find my life driven on, on, on 

Like poor hare running till her heart is broken, 
Nor do you check the fiends, if fiends they are, 
Now show them as my foolish dreams, if dreams, 
I long to hide me deep in your brown earth, 
That will not ask whose is the flesh it turns 

To its own likeness, but with vast good will 
Receives, and bids be calm as it is calm. 


To Clare 


Tuovu toddling babe, none looks upon but loves, 
And feels life brighter for looking on thee, 

Thy gaze I’ll remember and treasure as a charm 
When cloudy days are come upon me, 

Thy eyes as steady as the pretty ringdove’s, 

That nigh the broken hatch, agen the lonely farm, 


On a still sunny morning of winter we see. 
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A Psalm 


O Gop, in whom my deepest being dwells, 
Unasking what Thy form or mind may be, 

Hear once again the sighing trust that wells 

From my late wildered breast, and comfort me! 

I call, I call from this long vale of tears, 

I lift my eyes to the hills, there fancying Thee : 

O Thou whose whim or wisdom shapes the spheres, 
Yet be my temple and kind sanctuary ! 


The ages like an army without end 

Go conquering on, and lay rich trophies by, 
Their cities triumph and their fanes extend, 
In their strong rooms the taken mysteries lie. 
But thence does earth put on a lovelier hue ? 
Does their light hearten, or but terrify ? 
Fast cometh on my enemy anew, 


And Bashan’s arrows darken all the sky. 


Thence as a bird, aye, as a wood-pigeon, 

That with shot wings from the curst gunner flees 
Through the wild scowling evening on and on, 

And finds a mercy in some secret trees, 

I fly to Thee; I lodge me in those boughs 

Which shadowed through the drouthiest tyrannies 
Thy early shepherds ; then refreshed I rouse, 

Spring through white skies, and light in flowering leas. 
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Reason, still mining in her rocks and reefs, 

Is still refining ; fancy paints as Thee 

A witenagemote of daemon chiefs 

For ever vieing ; forces not to see. 

But nothing better than my fathers, I 

Hear rather the heart’s summons and go free 
From all the heartless claims that multiply, 
And still Thee Father call, and come to Thee. 


Then though the light of the age far off reveal 
Some tragic theme, and doubt grow doubly strong, 
I happy am ; I dare and need to kneel 

To One who tuned great David’s life to song. 

My prayer, no more than not to lose that dew 
And dawn that failed not yet my path along: 

O God that Abraham and our Vaughan knew, 
Hide not Thyself, let first love prove not wrong. 


The Death-Mask of John Clare 


Kinp was the hand that at the last 
This mortal likeness drew, 

Nay, more than kindness took the cast— 
Twas prophecy, come true. 


Doubt surely questioned, why record 
That old forgotten face ? 
But after-time with love’s reward 


Has blessed the act of grace. 
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So, Clare, your rich, sweet, serious gaze 
Meets me through sixty years, 

Now sets my wonderment ablaze, 
Now fascinates my tears. 


I think when young you blushed among 
The gay town’s curious eyes ; 

How tripped the truth from beauty’s tongue, 
‘A noble in disguise ! ” 


God’s noble, slave of earth, upraised 
To bright conception’s song, 

And by the world down dashed and dazed, 
How held you out so long ? 


For even the raven’s young, you said, 
Are answered when they cry, 

But when your children wanted bread, 
At length the stony sky 


Seemed all one frown! the tired mind groaned 
Defeat day after day, 

And purpose to the dust dethroned 
In riddles mocked the play. 


Then from loved fields, from wife, from child, 
You helplessly were haled ; 
Where the thronged mad high heaven reviled 
Was freedom’s friend enjailed. 
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Twenty dim years you lived where some 
Gnash ivy from the wall, 

And others shrieking, others dumb 
With their dark daemons brawl. 


Still welcomed you the bee and bird 
In morning’s crystal dew, 

Still garlanded with spring-like word 
Spring’s ‘ gold yminted new.’ 


A thrall, you reached the allotted span, 
Your countenance wore no sign 

Of your Bastille, you looked the Man, 
Serene and nigh divine. 


Came death; the boundary wall was cleft, 
Green pastures mile on mile 

Gleamed flowers your childhood knew, you left 
Your prison with a smile. 


Intimations of Mortality 


—TI am only the phrase 

Of an unknown musician ; 

By a gentle voice spoken 

I stole forth and met you 

In halcyon days. 
Yet, frail as I am, you yourself shall be broken 
Before we are parted; I have but one mission,— 

Till death to beset you. 
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—I am only the glowing 

Of a dead afternoon, 

When you, full of wonder, 

Your hand in your mother’s, 

Up great streets were going. 
Pale was my flame, and the cold sun fell under 
The blue heights of houses ; but I shall gleam on 

In your life past all others. 


—I am only the bloom 
Of an apple-tree’s roses, 
That stooped to the grass 
Where the robins were nesting 
In an old vessel’s womb. 
Dead is the tree, and your steps may not pass 
The place where it smiled; but I’ll come, till death 
closes 


My ghostly molesting. 


—You phantoms, pursue me, 

Be upon me, amaze me, 

Though nigh all your presence 

With sorrow enchant me, 

With sorrow renew me! 
Songless and gleamless I near no new pleasance, 
In subtle returnings of ecstasy raise me, 

To my winding-sheet haunt me! 
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Thus Far 


In glades where frost is ambushed in the ferns, 
In the low meadow dipping to the stream, 

A luring light and subtle beauty burns, 

And now I see and now have lost the gleam ; 
The water sings, its crystal body curls 

With welling music round the root and stone, 
But a voice haunts there, clear above the swirls, 
And now I catch and now I miss that tone. 


Spring, light of light ; stay not so shyly far, 
Maybe a dream, maybe a living truth ; 
Voice that was there, attend that sudden star, 
And in one primal song say you are youth, 
Or love, or some remembrance— 
Ah, that prayer, 
Answered, would leave but wood and water there. 


A ‘First Impression’ (Tokyo) 


No sooner was I come to this strange roof, 

Beyond broad seas, half round the weary world, 

Than came the pretty ghost, the sudden sweet 

And most sad spirit of my vanished child : 

From the bare corners of the unknown room 

She peeped with beauty’s eyes, till my eyes rained 
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Their helpless tears once more ; and there, and there 
Was my dead baby baffling with dream presence, 
And singing, till I thought I must be mad,— 

Was not all silent ? yet, I heard her song. 

Child, will not Orcus yield you? that small voice 
Wafts, as I know, from where I cannot come. 

And that smile glimmers like the ethereal flowers 

In your far meadows : would that earth’s kind flowers 
Might now be golden in your toddling path! 


Thus moved my musings, till at length I heard 
From neighbouring doors slid back along their grooves 
Small children scurrying, with the hastiest joy, 
And quick young voices planning glorious play ; 

I looked, and saw some in their dresses bright 
Laying themselves a garden in the dust, 

With broad green leaves to be their noble trees, 
With beds marked out, and buds desired to grow. 
Oh, millions, millions in this world (I cried) 

Are the glad children blossoming fast and fair, 
Filling both homes and homeless hearts with airs 
Of young eternity ; and other worlds 

Have their child millions too, so kind in this 

Is nature; and though one of these dear blooms 
Fall, still great childhood lords it all the way, 
And the whole earth may see and hear and glory, 


The children shouted as this way and that 
They hurried, and I glittered with their light, 
And loved them, as if kindred of my own, 
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And felt glad faith in nature’s motherhood. 

To me, were not two younglings given and spared ? 
I saw them in the Suffolk lane ; high flowed 

The tide of love and surety in my breast. 

But still, I saw a ghost, and lacked one child. 


The Flower-Gatherers 


Wuerz a brook with lisping tongue 

Through the lonelier meadows sung, 

And woodnotes mingled silver showers, 

Mother and child were picking flowers, 

Were picking flowers blue, cool and gay, » 

And answering each the other’s play : 
Ah, slow, sweet hours ! 

Go with them in those fearless bowers, 
And you, kind sun, 

Forget the arc you yet must run. 


A ringlet, which the golden wind 

Had spirited and unconfined, 

The mother from her brow put by 

And starting looked up at the sky: 

There a pale cloudiness crept on, 

Low whispering, time to get her gone: 
Then no sweet hours 

Can loiter in the merriest bowers, 
Nor yon good sun 

Can stop the wheels that change made run? 
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And soon beyond the church and hill 

Mother and child had passed, but still 

Chance-dropt from warm young fingers lay 

Forget-me-nots along the way. 

The broken day has long since died, 

And change has grown in power and pride, 
Yet those sweet hours, 

Strange luck, are loitering in those bowers, 
And that charmed sun 

Forgets he had a course to run. 


The Deeps 


T asx but little ; and I ask far more 

Than aught but infinite love and mind could give ;— 
Sometimes to steal away as heretofore 

Where a small stream and slender willows live. 

The shed leaves glide begolden to that stream 

Held in a pool, like music in the breast ; 

As those leaves sink, there sinks my life adream, 

So cool-delaying, darkening down to rest. 


And more I ask, and mine it is ;—to see 

Sweet faces that are part apart of me, 

The red-lipped mystery of a smiling child, 

Where I may ponder till the charm have won 
Past-pondering deeps, untimed by the stern sun, 
And with those red lips Peace herself have smiled. 
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Now or Never 


Bricut fleet slow shadow! puzzling guide, 
Smile not so fatal-strange, nor glide 
Magnetically on and on, 
Am I but your automaton ? 
O ghostly cruel pride ! 


From this fine orchard, branches sprawl 
And bigarreaus and blackhearts fall ; 
Your violet eye has bid me clutch 
Those cherries, and before I touch 
They’re dew, and soft you call. 


The ivied covert is so sweet 
That garlands you from gascon heat, 
And yet your lip interprets not 
That I dare love the hermit grot, 
The faded counterfeit ! 


False cry ; for well I saw the wood, 
And on hurt brows put its cold hood, 
And would have rested on the moss 
To watch the moth and moonbeam cross 


The path where you had stood. 


But now you were, and I was, thence 
In rosy dawn’s magnificence, 
While a young girl, that did not speak, 
Stared long; the roses of her cheek 
Beside the wild-rose fence ! 


117 


She was, she is not ; you are here, 

Moves your strange smile to chill or cheer ? 
It subtly stirs, or seems, and yet 
Read day by day ’tis firmly set, 


Stirs, stirs not year on year. 


The old house with its deep green glass 
Looks, sheds tranquillity ; airy grass 
Sunlit by basking chimney sways, 
The baby on the threshold plays. 
I gaze, tremble and pass. 


Warning to Troops 


Wuat soldier guessed that where the stream descended 
In country dance beneath the colonnade 

Of elms which cooled the halted troop, it played 

Sly music, barely noted, never ended ? 

Or who, from war’s concerns a moment missed, 

At some church door turned white as came to him 
One gold note struck by the hidden organist, 

One note long-drawn through caverns cool and dim ? 


O marcher, hear. But when thy route and tramp 
Pause by some falling stream, or church’s door, 

Be the deaf adder ; bear not back to camp 

That embryo music. Double not thy war. 

Know not that sweet prelusion. March, sing, roar, 
Lest a mad silence gnaw thee evermore. | 
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1 oa 


Dear (thus I dare), how I have longed 
To double, treble, nay, to see 

Past computation bloomed and thronged 
The love of thee that raptures me: 

O were I capable to clasp 
Thee with the serene energy, 

The more than wrestling-Jacob grasp 
Wherewith souls once took hold of thee ! 


O rosy courage, soft resolve 

That pinioned thee so amorous fast ,— 
Thither my passions now convolve 

And yearn to whelm thee so at last ! 
When shall I meet thee on the mead 

Where kingcups fawn about thy feet 
And by some ivied fountain lead 

To tell thee that I find thee sweet ? 


When the stormed sky forgot its scars 

And sunset calmed to thy red smile, 
When I have watched the veil of stars 

And thought thy glance shone out awhile, 
Nay, when three golden apples hung 

In winter dusk from a dim stem, 
I knew thee ever blithe and young, 

The poet smiling over them. 
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And over mountains lustred clear 

If some have hailed thee, may not I? 
In thy own crystal atmosphere 

Thy beauty will come glittering by. 
As by a sedgy brook I came 

On some great white bird unaware, 
So in the morning’s lonely flame 

Pll spy thee with thy streaming hair. 


Confused and gross in this my cry, 
Let me not lose thee, loving so ; 
Nay, thou for once art less than I, 
I, mortal, will not let thee go. 
Or else, deny this oak, whose bough 
Lets honeyed light steal in to rest 
Upon thy contemplating brow 
That calms the chaffinch on her nest. 


Or else, uproot these daisies : beat 
The brook’s live emerald till it’s null, 
Tear down this dancing meadowsweet, 
Make this hare’s fur unbeautiful. 
What wouldst thou have, sweet spirit, who 
Hast lured me with so many a spell ? 
Thou smilest deep, thou meanest true— 
What, if not love, I cannot tell. 
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The Message 


THEN in petals of the air, 

In clouds that roses rather were, 

In blue pools of the tranquil sky, 

In summer ether calm and high, 

With ripe and budding blossom smiling, 
Haunted new and meek beguiling. 


Then although that sky looked down 
On shattered church and crazy town, 
On bodies hurt and left in heaps, 

On vigils pale and carnal sleeps, 

It tinged a flush of phantom rose 
And yearned with its divine disclose. 


Whose that radiance, whose that whisper, 


Zephyr-glimmer, voice of Hesper ? 

Then unknown! the mystery pure 

Sparkled in the vast colure 

A message from a far hill sheening, 

Yet no lens could meet its meaning. 


After-time has seemed to prove 
What the signal twinkled: Love, 
Love that hovering ever nearer 
Soon in one beloved was clearer, 
Who with me in one path moving 
Was the secret’s rosy proving. 
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In a Country Churchyard 


Eartu is a quicksand ; yon square tower 
Would still seem bold, 

But its bleak flinty strength each hour 
Is losing hold. 


Small sound of gasping undertow 
In this green bed ! 

Who shuts the gate will shut it slow, 
Here sleep the dead. 


Here sleep, or slept ; here, chance they sleep 
Though still this soil 

As mad and clammed as shoals acreep 
Around them boil. 


The earth slips down to the low brown 
Moss-eaten wall 

Each year, and nettles and grasses drown 
Its crumbling crawl. 


The dog-rose and ox-daisies on 
Time’s tide come twirling, 

And bubble and die where Joy is gone— 
Sleep well, my darling. 


Seldom the sexton with shrewd grin 
Near thy grave-cloth, 

With withered step and mumble thin 
Awakes eve’s moth, 


Not a farm boy dares here destroy, 
Through red-toothed nettles, 

The chiff-chaff’s nest, and strew the shells 
Like fallen petals. 


The silver-hooded moth upsprings, 
The silver hour, 

And wanders on with happy wings 
By the hush tower, 


That reels and whirs, and never drops, 
But still is going ; 

For quicksand not an instant stops 
Its deadly flowing. 


And is Joy up and dancing there 
Where deepening blue 

Asks a new star ? and is her hair 
There freshed with dew ? 


Here, O the skull of some small wretch, 
Some slaughtered jot, 

Bones white as leaf-strigs or chopped twitch, 
Thus turned fate’s plot. 


So lies thy skull? This earth, even this 
Like quicksand weaves. 

Sleep well, my darling, though I kiss 
Lime or dead leaves. 
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Sleep in the flux as on the breast, 
In the vortex loll ; 

In mid simoom, my innocence, rest ; 
In lightning’s soul 


Bower thyself! But, joyous eyes, 
The deeps drag dull— 
O morning smile and song, so lies 


Thy tiny skull ? 


Byroad 


Wuo knows not that sweet gloom in spring, 
That waiting gloom, that grave delight 

In coming bloom, 

In the first flight 
Of bird, or thought, so wild of wing ? 


Now when round hedgerow’s earthy claws 
And painted shells that blanch near by 
The dark grass swells 
And from the eye 
In buds each old black nest withdraws, 


I well might go to my old haunt 
And find the green brook brushing down 
By celandine 
And sedges brown 
And hoppers’ houses grimed and gaunt. 
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I well might go where the burnt ring 
And rusty kettles year on year 

Show life has yet 

Her freedoms dear— 
And I will go, another spring. 


It may be, I shall then unfold 

Why with such thrill and venturous joy 
I crossed that rill, 
A hurrying boy, 

One Lenten Sunday ages old. 


The mild mysterious spring was there, 
The silk palm glowed, the vole peeped shy 
Beside the road 
Where you and I 
Went on and blest the orchard air. 


Then coming to the timbered cot 

Of your good friend, how deep it strook 
That he would lend 
His longed-for book, 

Old Walton, which forthwith he got, 


And by the window gave to me. 
The apples in the window-sill, 
His humorous chin, 
I see them still ; 
I see his good wife getting tea. 
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But where’s the mystery? ‘There it was ; 
And is it there? And can I find 

Spring’s dusk so fair 

Now that this mind 
Looks far beyond such floating floss ? 


O look not out ; the young spring broods 
So wondering-warm on nest and bough, 
Her dark eyes charm, 
Her babe leaps now, 
And godhead glistens in those woods. 


Resentients 


Heart of great hopes, and glance of eager day, 
Step of sure lightness, voice as crystalline 
As music on the waters, come away, 
And shun this cranked and cogged and loud machine ; 
Whose dusty motion too long looked upon 
Commands a blurred and subjugate response, 
And though you be the merriest soul, anon 
Will have you. Rise, and baffle it at once ; 
From clockwheel, graph and gauge run gloriously 
astray. 


That is not error, is not dreaming guess 

When from the star unheavened the tragic light 

Glares blue and makes the stern road bodiless 

While the dumb farms lie drunken with midnight ! 
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Where the wan woman in her dusky shawl 

Flits past the stumbling horse and is but air, 

There is the subtilty that bloods us all ; 

And long if on your white-armed love you stare 
She’s floatingly transfigured to this pale princess. 


In music playing let your life recline 

And marvel not when at a certain grace 

Bright answer wakes and feels itself divine, 

It is but yours to chime and dawn, not trace: 
For there are gleams of sun and gleams of God, 
And bells in heaven, prime campanology— 

Hear, and be sphered above; nor pry nor prod ; 
The sweet wind swelling through the choral tree, 
The voice that ends a dream have borne a charm too 

fine. 


When June’s white-throated warm convolvulus 

From the green hedge seems wisdom watching you, 

Gaze, gaze and gaze; here’s chance harmonious ; 

The old stone sunning by is watching too. 

Fear nothing, so you have not strumpeted 

The pride and essence which is yours and theirs ; 

They have their moments when they droop the 

head, 

And when they feel the God whose beams and airs 

Come angelizing all that grin not “ Is it thus ?” 
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